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were thoroughly alarmed. ( These things must be done
my boy, under the very shudder of the goose-flesh.'
We were to begin with the ' Story of the Red Bard/
which indeed is a tale pre-eminently worthy to be
re-told by Stevenson. But the scheme never came off,
and is another of the dead leaves in his Vallombrosa.23

We saw him in London again, for a few days, in
October 1882 ; but this was a melancholy period.
For eight months at the close of that year and the
beginning of 1883 he was capable of no mental exertion.
He was in the depths of languor, and in nightly appre-
hension of a fresh attack. He slept excessively, and
gave humorous accounts of the drowsiness that hung
upon him, addressing his notes ( from the Arms of
Porpus' (Morpheus) and f at the Sign of the Poppy \
No climate seemed to relieve him, and so, in the autumn
of 1882, a bold experiment was tried. As the snows of
Davos were of no avail, the hot, damp airs of Hy&res
should be essayed. I am inclined to dwell in some
fulness on the year he spent at Hyeres, because,
curiously enough, it was not so much as mentioned,
to my knowledge, by any of the writers of obituary
notices at Stevenson's death. It takes, nevertheless,
a prominent place in his life's history, for his removal
thither marked a sudden and brilliant, though only
temporary, revival in his health and spirits. Some of
his best work, too, was written at Hy&res, and one
might say that fame first found him in his warm corner
of southern France.

The house at Hyeres was called ' La Solitude \ It
stood in a paradise of roses and aloes, fig-marigolds,
and olives. It had delectable and even, so Louis
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